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La promessa Gioachino Rossini (1792-1868) 
L'invito 
L'orgia 
Frauenliebe und Leben, op. 42 Robert Schumann (1810-1856) 
Seit ich ihn gesehen 
Er, der Herrlichste von allen 
Ich kann' s nicht fassen, nicht glauben 
Du Ring an meinem Finger 
Helfst mir, ihr Schwestern 
Susser Freund 
An meinem Herzen 
Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan 
Voi, lo sapete 
from Cavalleria rusticana 
Pietro Mascagni (1863-1945) 
INTERMISSION 
Que fais-tu, blanche tourterelle? 
from Romeo et Juliette 
Settings of Poetry by Robert Frost 
Charles-Fran9ois Gounod (1818-1893) 
The Road Not Taken Randall Thompson (1899-1984) 
Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening John LaMontaine (b. 1920)
Dust of Snow 
· 
Elliott Carter (b. 1908) 
The Rose Family 




The Prayer Carol Bayer Sager (b. 1947) 
David Foster (b. 1950) 
Jesus Christ the Apple Tree 
How Can I Keep from Singing? 
Elizabeth Poston (1905-1987) 
Traditional 
arr. Jessica Holl (b. 1981) 
Senior Recital presented in partial fulfillment for the degree Bachelor of Music 
in Vocal Performance and Music Education. 
Beth Alice Reichgott is from the studios of Deborah Lifton and Elizabeth Koch. 
FORD HALL 
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 5, 2005 
4:00 PM 
Welcome, and thank you for coming! I've really enjoyed putting this recital together, 
and I hope you enjoy listening to it. Here are program notes and translations for those 
who want them, but I warn you now, I will be doing my best to make you look up at me 
and my pretty dress! *Note: Please hold your applause until the end of each set.* 
Thanks again, and enjoy! 
Gioachino Rossini (1792-1868) 
Italian composer. The most important Italian composer of the first half of the 19th 
century, Rossini transformed the form and content of Italian opera. Though best lmown 
for his comic operas - and for music that is sensuous, brilliant and rhythmically vital -
Rossini's contribution to the evolution of opera seria and to stage works of mixed 
genres is equally important, making him Verdi's most significant forerunner. His 
blending ofFrench and Italian traditions in Le Comte Ory and Guillaume Tell had a 
significant influence on composers as different as Adam and Meyerbeer, Offenbach and 
Wagner. 
La promessa 
Ch'io mai vi possa lasciar d'amare, 
No, nol credete, pupille care, 
Ne men per gioco v'ingannero. 
Voi sole e siete le mie faville, 
E voi sarete, care pupille, 
II mio bel foco sin ch'io vivro, ah! 
L'invito 
Vieni, o Ruggiero, la tua Eloisa 
Da te divisa non puo restar: 
Alle mie lacrime gia rispondevi, 
Vieni, ricevi il mio pregar. 
Vieni, o bell'angelo, vien, mio diletto, 
Sovra il mio petto vieni a posar! 
Senti se palpita, se amor t'invita, 
Vieni, mia vita, vieni, fammi spirar! 
L'orgia 
Arniarno, cantiarno le donne e i liquor, 
Gradita e la vita fra Bacco ed Amor. 
Se Amore ho nel core, ho ii vin nella testa, 
Che gioia che festa, che amabile ardor. 
The Promise 
That I will ever be able to stop loving you 
No, don't believe it, dear eyes! 
Not even as a joke would I deceive you. 
You alone are my sparks, 
And you will be, dear eyes, 
My beautiful fire as long as I live, ah! 
The invitation 
Come Ruggiero, your Eloisa 
Cannot stay separated from you: 
You've already responded to my tears, 
Come and grant my request. 
Come, beautiful angel, come, my delight, 
Here on my bosom come to rest! 
Feel my throbbing heart, love invites you, 
Come my life, come, make me die! 
The orgy 
Let's love and sing of woman and wine, 
Life is a joy between Bacchus and Amor. 
I've got love in my heart and wine in my head, 
What a pleasure; what a feast, what a lovely passion. 
Amando, scherzando, trincando liquor, 
M'avvampo, mi scampo da noie e dolor. 
Cantiam, ridiam, 
Gradita e la vita fra Bacco ed Amor! 
Danziamo, cantiamo, alziamo il bicchier, 
Ridiam, sfidiam i tristi pensier! 
gina divina, la madre d'amor, 
Guiliva rinova ogni cor. 
Balzante, spumante con vivo bollor, 
E ii vino divino de! mondo signor. 
Gia ballo traballo che odor, che vapor! 
Si beva ribeva con sacro furor. 
Cantiam, ridiam, 
La vita e compita fra Bacco ed Amor! 
Evviva, evviva le donne e ii liquor! 
Robert Schumann (1810-1856) 
Loving and joking, drinking some wine, 
Animates me and calms my sorrow and pain. 
Let's sing and laugh, 
Appreciate the life between Bacchus and Amor! 
Let's dance and sing, let's raise the glass, 
Let's laugh and forget our sorrow and pain! 
0 divine queen, mother of love, 
With joy renew every heart! 
Leaping, sparkling, foaming over with life, 
Is the wine divine, ruler of the world. 
Already I dance, I stagger, what smell, what steam! 
So drink, over and over again in a holy frenzy. 
Let's sing and laugh, 
Life is a spell between Bacchus and Amor! 
And long live women and liquor! 
German composer and music critic. Schumann is in many ways the quintessential 
Romantic composer, with his emphasis on self-expression and keen concern with extra­
,,.. \Usical (especially literary) associations. Schumann strove for his lieder to unite voice 
d piano as equal partners in a shared discourse. He believed that a great poem was a 
necessary condition for a great song, which must be fulfilled through a subtle recreation 
of the poem's essence. 
This is one of Elizabeth's favorite song cycles, and she has gotten me to fall in love with 
it too. Both the poet and the composer tell this story of a woman with incredible 
sensitivity, giving vivid images and moments great vulnerability. 
Frauenbliebe und Leben A Woman's Life and Love 
Original poetry by Adelbert von Chamisso (17 81-1838) 
1. Seit icb ihn gesehen
Seit ich ihn gesehen, 
Glaub ich blind zu sein; 
�
o ich hin nur blicke,
h ich ihn allein;
ie im wachen Traume
Schwebt sein Bild mir vor, 
Taucht aus tiefstem Dunkel, 
Heller nur empor. 
1. Since I have seen him
Since I have seen him, 
I believe I am blind; 
Where I but cast my gaze, 
I see him alone; 
As in waking dreams 
His image floats before me, 
Dipped from deepest darkness, 
Brighter in ascent. 
Sonst ist licht und farblos 
Alles um mich her, 
Nach der Schwestem Spiele 
Nicht begehr ich mehr, 
Mochte lieber weinen, 
Still im Kammerlein; 
Seit ich ihn gesehen; 
Glaub ich blind zu sein. 
2. Er, der Herrlichste von alien
Er, der Herrlichste von allen, 
Wie so milde, wie so gut! 
Holde Lippen, klares Auge, 
Heller Sinn und fester Mut. 
So wie dort in blauer Tiefe, 
Hell und herrlich, jener Stem, 
Also er an meinem Himmel, 
Hell und herrlich, hehr und fem. 
Wandle, wandle deine Bahnen, 
Nur betrachten deinen Schein, 
Nur in Demut ihn betrachten, 
Selig nur und traurig sein! 
Hore nicht mein stilles Beten, 
Deinem Glticke nur geweiht; 
Darfst mich niedre Magd nicht kennen, 
Roher Stem der Herrlichkeit! 
Nur die Wurdigste von allen 
Darf beglucken deine Wahl, 
Und ich will die Hohe segnen, 
Segnen viele tausendmal. 
Will mich freuen dann und weinen, 
Selig, selig bin ich dann; 
Sollte mir das Herz auch brechen, 
Brich, o Herz, was liegt daran? 
All else dark and colorless 
Everywhere around me, 
For the games of my sisters 
I no longer yearn, 
I would rather weep, 
Silently in my little chamber; 
Since I have seen him, 
I believe I am blind. 
2. He, the most glorious of all
He, the most glorious of all, 
0 how mild, so good! 
Lovely lips, clear eyes, 
Bright mind and steadfast courage. 
Just as yonder in the blue depths, 
Bright and glorious, that star, 
So he is in my heavens, 
Bright and glorious, lofty and distant. 
Meander, meander thy paths, 
Butto observe thy gleam, 
But to observe in meekness, 
But to be blissful and sad! 
Hear not my silent prayer, 
Consecrated only to thy happiness; 
You may not know me, lowly maid, 
Lofty star of glory! 
Only the worthiest of all 
May make happy thy choice, 
And I will bless her, the lofty one, 
Many thousand times. 
I will rejoice then and weep, 
Blissful, blissful I'll be then; 
If my heart should also break, 
Break, 0 heart, what of it? 
3. lch kann's nicht fassen, nicht glauben 3. I cannot grasp, nor believe it
Ich kann's nicht fassen, nicht glauben, 
Es hat ein Traum mich beruckt; 
Wie hart er doch unter allen 
Mich Arme erhoht und begluckt? 
I cannot grasp, nor believe it, 
A dream has bewitched me; 
How should he, among all the others, 
Lift up and make happy poor me? 
( 
� 
Mir war's, er habe gesprochen: 
"lch bin auf ewig dein," 
Mir war's - ich traume noch immer, 
Es kannja nimmer so sein. 
laB im Traume mich sterben, 
lwieget an seiner Brust, 
Den seligsten Tod mich schliirfen 
In Tranen unendlicher Lust. 
4. Du Ring an meinem Finger
Du Ring an meinem Finger, 
Mein goldenes Ringelein, 
lch driicke dich fromm an die Lippen, 
Dich fromm an das Herze mein. 
lch hart ihn ausgetraumet, 
Der Kindheit friedlich schonen Traum, 
Ich fand allein mich, verloren 
Im oden, unendlichen Raum. 
/""""1 Ring an meinem Finger 
hast du mich erst belehrt, 
Hast meinem Blick erschlossen 
/ 
Des Lebens unendlichen, tiefen Wert. 
lch will ihm dienen, ihm leben, 
Ihm angehoren ganz, 
Hin selber mich geben und finden 
Verklart mich in seinem Glanz. 
5. Helft mir, ihr Schwestern
Helft mir, ihr Schwestern, 
Freundlich mich schmiicken, 
Dient der Gli cklichen heute mir, 
Windet geschaftig ir um die Stirne 
Noch der bliihenden Myrte Zier. 
ich be:friedigt, 
udigen Herzens, 
Sonst dem Geliebten im Anne lag, 
Immer noch rief er, sehnsucht im Herzen, 
Ungeduldig den heutigen Tag. 
It seemed to me, as ifhe spoke: 
"I am yours forever," 
It seemed - I dream on and on, 
It could never be so. 
0 let me die in this dream, 
Cradled on his breast, 
Let the most blessed death drink me up 
In tears of infinite bliss. 
4. You ring on my finger
You ring on my finger, 
My little golden ring, 
I press you gently against my lips, 
Piously upon my heart. 
I had dreamt it, 
The tranquil, lovely dream of childhood, 
I found myself alone and lost 
In barren, infinite space. 
You ring on my finger, 
You have taught me for the first time, 
You have opened my gaze unto 
The endless, deep value of life. 
I want to serve him, live for him, 
Belong to him entirely, 
Give myself and find myself 
Transfigured in his radiance. 
5. Help me, my sisters
Help me, my sisters, 
Kindly adorn me, 
Serve me, today's fortunate one, 
Busily wind about my brow 
The adornment of blooming myrtle. 
Otherwise, gratified, 
Of joyful heart, 
I would lay in the arms of my beloved, 
So he called out, yearning in his heart, 




Helft mir, ihr Schwestem, 
Helft mir verscheuchen 
Eine torichte Bangigkeit, 
DaB ich mit klarem aug ihn empfange, 
Ihn, die Quelle der Freudigkeit. 
Bist, mein Geliebter, 
Du mir erschienen, 
Giebst du mir, Sonne, deinen Schein? 
LaB mich in Andacht, laB mich in Demut, 
LaB rnich vemeigen dem Herren mein. 
Help me, my sisters, 
Help me to banish 
A foolish anxiety, 
So that I may with clear eyes receive him, 
Him, the source of joyfulness. 
Do you, my beloved, 
You appear to me, 
Do you, sun, give your shine to me? 
Let me with devotion, let me in meekness, 
Let me curtsy before my lord. 
Streuet ihm, Schwestem, Strew him, sisters, 
Streuet ihm Blumen, Strew him with flowers, 
Bringet ihm knospende Rosen dar, Bring him budding roses, 
Aber euch, Schwestem, grtil3 ich mit Wehmut, But you, sisters, I greet with melancholy, 
Freudig scheidend aus eurer Schar. Joyfully departing from your midst. 
6. Siiller Freund
Siiller Freund, du blickest 
Mich verwundert an, 
Kannst es nicht begreifen 
Wie ich weinen kann; 
LaB der feuchten Perlen 
Ungewohnte Zier 
Freudig hell erzittem 
In dem Auge mir. 
Wie so bang mein Busen, 
Wie so wonnevoll! 
Wiillt ich nur mit Worten, 
Wie ich's sagen soll; 
Komm und birg dein Antlitz 
Hier an meiner Brust, 
Will in's Ohr dir fliistem 
Alle meine Lust. 
Weillt du nun die Tranen 
Die ich weinen kann? 
Sollst du nicht sie sehen, 
Du geliebter Mann? 
Bleib an meinem Herzen, 
Fiihle dessen Schlag, 
DaB ich fest und fester 
Nur dich driicken mag. 
6. Sweet friend
Sweet friend, you look 
At me in amazement, 
You cannot know 
Why I can weep; 
Let the moist pearls' 
Unaccustomed adornment 
Tremble, joyfully bright 
In my eyes. 
How anxious my bosom, 
How rapturous! 
Ifl only knew, with words, 
How I should say it; 
Come and bury your head 
Here in my breast, 
I want to whisper in your ear 
All of my happiness. 
Do you know the tears 
That I can weep? 
Should you not see them, 
You beloved man? 
Stay by my heart, 
Feel its throbbing, 
That I may, firmer and firmer 




Hier an meinem Bette 
Hat die Wiege Raum, 
W o sie still verberge 
Meinen holden Traum; 
Kommen wird der Morgen 
Wo der Traum erwacht, 
Und daraus dein Bildnis 
Mi entgegen lacht. 
7. n meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust 
An meinem Herzen, an meiner Brust, 
Du meine W onne, du meine Lust! 
Das Gliick ist die Liebe, die Lieb ist <las Gliick, 
Ich hab's gesagt und nehm's nicht zuriick. 
Hab iiberschwenglich mich geschatzt 
Bin iibergliicklich aber jetzt. 
Nur die da saugt, our die da liebt 
Das Kind, dem sie die Nahrung giebt; 
Nur eine Mutter weill allein 
Was lieben heillt und gliicklich sein. 
0, wie bedaur' ich doch den Mann, 
P- Muttergliick nicht fiihlen kann! 
Du lieber, lieber Engel, du 
Du schauest mich an und lachelst dazu! 
Here, at my bed 
The cradle shall have room, 
Where it silently conceals 
My lovely dream; 
The morning will come 
Where the dream awakes, 
And from there your image 
Will smile up at me. 
7. On my heart, on my breast 
On my heart, on my breast, 
Thou my rapture, my happiness! 
Happiness is love, love is happiness, 
I have said it, and won't take it back. 
I've thought myself rapturous 
But now I'm happy beyond that. 
Only she that suckles, only she that loves 
The child to whom she gives nourishment; 
Only a mother can know 
What it is to love and be happy. 
0 how I pity then the man 
Who cannot feel a mother's joy! 
You dear, dear angel you, 
You look at me and smile at me! 
8. Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan 8. Now you have caused me the first pain 
Nun hast du mir den ersten Schmerz getan, 
der aber traf. 
Du schlafst, du harter, unbarmherz'ger Mann, 
Den Todesschlaf. 
Es blicket die V erlaBne vor sich hin, 
Die Welt is leer. 
Geliebet hab ich und gelebt, ich bin 
nicht lebend mehr. 
lch zieh mich in mein Innres still zuriick, 
r Schleier fallt, 
.1.:. ab ich dich und mein verlomes Gluck, 
Du meine Welt! 
Now you have caused me the first pain, 
that really hurt. 
You sleep, you hard and cruel man 
The sleep of death. 
The abandoned woman gazes straight ahead, 
The world is empty. 
I have loved and lived, I am 
not living anymore. 
I withdraw silently into myself, 
The veil falls, 
There, I have you and my lost happiness, 
You, my world! 
(piano concludes cycle) 
-*-INTERMISSION-*-
Pietro Mascagni (1863-1945) 
Italian composer and conductor. He went to the Milan Conservatory, where he studied 
with Ponchielli and Saladino and lived a bohemian student life, sharing a room with 
Puccini. In 1888 he entered the Sonzogno competition and greatly impressed the jury 
his Cavalleria rusticana. He was awarded the prize over 72 rivals. The opera was 
ously successful from its first performance at the Costanzi in Rome in 1890. 
Cavalleria rusticana ("Rustic Chivalry ") 
Melodramma in one act by Pietro Mascagni to a libretto by Giovanni Targioni-Tozzetti 
and Guido Menasci after Giovanni Verga's play based on his story; May 1890. 
Setting Sicilian Village,Haly, late 1800s 
Easter Sunday in the main square - Townsfolk have entered the church for Easter 
Sunday services. Mamma Lucia, keeper of a wine shop, and Santuzza, a village girl, 
are left in the piazza. Santuzza tells Lucia of her desperate passion for the woman's 
son, Turriddu, who has thrown her aside for his old love, Lola, wife of Alfio. 
Voi lo sapete 
v · 10 sapete, o mamma:
1 � a d'andar soldato 
Turridu aveva a Lola 
Etema re giurato. 
Torno, la seppe sposa; 
E con un nuovo amore 
Volle spegner la fiamma 
Che gli bruciava ii core. 
M'amo, l'amai. Ah! 
Quell'invida 
D'ogni delizia mia, 
Del suo sposo dimentica. 
Arse di gelosia, 
Me l'ha rapito! 
Priva dell'onor mio rimango. 
Lola e Turridu s'amano; 
Io piango. 
r • n dannata. 
You know it 
You know it, oh mamma: 
Before going away as a soldier 
Turridu swore to Lola 
To be eternally faithful 
He returned to find her married; 
And with a new love 
He wanted to extinguish the flame 
That burned in his heart. 
He loved me, I loved him. Ah! 
That woman, envious 
Of my every delight 
Forgets her husband. 
Burning with jealousy, 
She stole him from me! 
I am left deprived of my honor. 
Lola and Turridu love each other; 
I weep. 
I ain damned. 
wit 
Charles-Francois Gounod (1818-1893) 
French composer. The leading figure in French opera during the third quarter of the 
19th century. Gounod is best known for two of his operas, Faust and Romeo et Juliette, 
and with good reason, for it would be difficult to defend the critical position that these 
are not his best works for the stage. Gounod developed his own style, one that had 
considerable influence on younger composers. His melodic writing, in particular, w 
breath of fresh air in French opera. It is distinguished by rigorous attention to rhythms 
that are carefully molded around the expressive nuances of the text. 
Romeo et Juliette 
Opera in five acts by Charles-Frarn,;ois Gounod to a libretto by Jules Barbier and Michel 
Carre; after William Shakespeare's play; April 1867. 
Setting Verona, Italy, 14th century 
ACT 3. SCENE II. A street in front of the Capulet house - Romeo and Juliet have gotten 
married in secret at the end of the last scene. Romeo's page Stephano (Balthasar in 
Shakespeare's play), who fears that Romeo may be held captive by the Capulets. He 
baits them with this mocking song, stating that the white dove of the Capulets (Juliet) 
will go free one day (she will choose to leave the Capulet family to marry Romeo). 
Que fais-tu blanche tourterelle 
Depuis hier je cherche 
en vain mon ma1tre! 
Est-il encore chez vous? 
Mes seigneurs Capulet? 
Voyons un peu si vos dignes valets 
A ma voix ce matin 
Oseront repara1tre. 
Que fais-tu blanche tourterelle, 
Dans ce nid de vautours? 
Quelque jour, deployant ton aile, 
Tu suivras les amours! 
Aux vautours, i1 faut la bataille, 
Pour frapper d'estoc et de taille 
Leurs bees sont aiguises ! 
Laisse-la ces oiseaux de proie, 
Tourterelle qui fais ta joie 
Des amoureux baisers! 
What are you doing, white turtledove 
Since yesterday I have searched 
In vain for my master! 
Is he still at your house, 
My lords, Capulet? 
Well now, let's see if your worthy servants 
At the sound of my voice this morning 
Will dare to reappear. 
What are you doing, white turtledove, 
In this nest of vultures? 
One day, spreading your wings, 
You will follow love! 
To the vultures, a battle is necessary, 
To hit with a cut and a thrust 
Their beaks are sharpened! 
Leave them, these birds of prey! 
Turtledove, who gets your joy 
From amorous kisses! 
Garder bien la belle! 
Qui vivra verra! 
Votre tourtlerelle vous echappera. 
Un ramier, loin du vert bocage, 
Par l'amour attire, 
Al'entour de ce nid sauvage 
crois, soupire! 
Les vautours sont a la curee, 
Leurs chansons, que fuit Cytheree, 
Resonne a grand bruit! 
Cependant en leur douce ivresse 
Les amants content leurs tendresses 
Aux astres de la nuit! 
Gardez bien la belle! 
Qui vivra verra! 
Votre tourtlerelle vous echappera! 
Guard the beautiful girl well! 
Whoever lives will see! 
Your turtledove will escape from you. 
A ring-dove, far from his green grove 
Drawn by love, 
All around this savage nest 
Has, I believe, sighed. 
The vultures are at the quarry, 
Their songs, from which Cytheria flees, 
Resound with a big noise! 
Meanwhile, in their sweet intoxication 
The lovers tell of their tenderness 
To the stars of the night! 
Guard well the fair one! 
Whoever lives will see! 
Your turtledove will escape from you! 
For three years, I have been collecting settings of Robert Frost poetry. I have compiled 
a few of my favorites into the following set, and (in the spirit of Mr. Doebler) 
they are arranged in a specific order to tell a story. 
Randall Thompson (1899-1984) 
American composer and educator. He studied at Harvard, and taught at many 
institutions, including the Curtis Institute of Music (where Bernstein was one of his 
students), Princeton, and Harvard. He retired from teaching in 1965. 
Thompson's music is characterized by ingratiating vocal contours, effective sonorities, 
sensitive text-setting and a strong sense of dramatic structure. His choral works, such as 
the Alleluia, Frostiana, The Testament of Freedom and The Last Words of David,
achieved a popularity unprecedented in the United States. 
John LaMontaine {b. 1920) 
Pulitzer Prize winning composer, John LaMontaine is a native of Chicago, Illinois. He 
served as a pianist with the NBC Symphony under Arturo Toscanini, who advised and 
encouraged the young composer. Major orchestras that have performed LaMontaine's 
·fs include: The National Symphony Orchestra, the Boston Symphony, the
� __ ,rndelphia Orchestra, the Chicago Symphony, and the New York Philharmonic. 
�- ·-
Elliott Carter (b. 1908) 
American composer. One of the most respected composers of the second half of the 
20th century, he has blended the achievements of European modernism and American 
"ultra-modernism" into a unique style of surging rhythmic vitality, intense dramatic 
contrast and innovative facture. 
Z. Randall Stroope (b. 1953)
Z. Randall Stroope is widely known as a conductor, lecturer and composer. He is
constantly sought after as a lecturer and guest conductor/composer, leading summer
ACDA conventions in 12 states over the past three years. Dr. Stroope presently lives in
Omaha, Nebraska, where he is a Professor of Music and Director of Choral Activities at
the University of Nebraska Omaha. Dr. Stroope has recorded eleven compact discs -
two of his own music, titled Passages I & II: The Choral Music ofZ. Randall Stroope.
The Road Not Taken 
Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
Dust of Snow 
The Rose Family 
The Pasture 
And since all of this is really ending, a few songs in farewell ... 
The Prayer 
featuring Gavin Sidebottom, tenor 
Jesus Christ the Apple Tree 
How Can I Keep from Singing? 
featuring Premium Blend 
... 
It's over! 
There's lots of food in the Diva Lounge with your name on it. 
So come on down and say hi. 
I would like to thank ... 
Kerri -for your great musicianship, beautiful playing, and positive energy. 
I am so honored to have you up there with me. Thank you for being so great to work 
with, and.for making me laugh! We are enough, we have enough, and we do enough! 
Gavin -for your talent and great attitude. 1 've enjoyed the times with a cappel/a, as 
well as dear old "Into the Woods." Thank you.for doing this song with me. 
Elizabet!, - for your wisdom, guidance, support, and that enormous voice qfyours. 
You were my.first voice teacher, and I will never forget everything you have taught me. 
Deborah - for being the best one-semester voice teacher ever! 1 am so grateful to have 
been able to work with you. Thank you.for tolerating my strange antics, and.for 
helping me just let go and sing. 1 would have been lost without your help. 
Premium Blend -for your amazing voices and friendship. I don't know what 1 would 
have done without this group. I am so happy to have been a parJ of it, and 1 will miss 
singing with you. Thank you.for being a part of my recital. GIRL! 
Meg and Denise -for absolutely everything it means to be at college, a singer, and 
alive. From class, to choir, to opera, to our beloved apartment, to road trips, to placer--- ' 
all over this town, you have made the past.four years of my life irreplaceable. 
Thank you for everything we have shared together; 1 wouldn't trade it for the world. 
Matt and Victoria -for being my Saving Grace. Thank you.for being such good 
friends, and/or being so supportive. 1t was so wonderful sharing these past two years 
with both qf you. 1 love you and I will miss you. 
Mom, Dad, Heather, Aaron, and the rest of my family - for loving me since the day I 
was born, no matter what. Through everything, we have remained a.family. 
Thank you.for supporting a little girl's dream every step of the way. 
Forest Home Chapel - for giving me a haven away from home. Thank you for all of 
your help and enthusiasm, and.for coming to support both Nathan and myself. 
Ithaca College Choir - for bringing music to a whole new level. Whether I am 
per.forming or teaching, I know I will use what I have learned.from this group. 
Thank you.for surrounding me with such beautiful singing every day. 
IC Music Kiddies - for being a part qf my life and this place. / 've had the time of my C 
life. No matter where we go after this, we 'fl always remember the madness that was 
Ithaca. I love you all! 
